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Quin.\ marry muftyou.Foryou mull vndcrftad,he goes 
but to fee a noy fe,that he heard, and is to come againe. 

Thyf Mod radiant /y 4 »»*f,moftlillie white ofhewe. 

Of colour like the redrofr,on triumphant bryer, 

Moll bnsky Iuuenall,andeeke mofilouely lewe, 

Asttue astruelthorfe, thacyet would neuertyre. 

He meete thee Fjramtujsx. Ninnies toumbe. ' ^ 

Quin. Nintu toumbe,roan. Why?youmuflnotfpeake ? 
That yet, That you anfwere to Pyramm. You ipeake 
A1 your part at once,cues,and ,all./ , 7) l ’4ww,entcr:your cue 
ispaft;Itis;neucrtire. 

TtyfiO, as true as tyueft horfc,that yet would ncuer tyre. 
Ty.Iflwcrefaire,77^/^ 3 I were onely thine. 

Quin.O montlrous/O ftrangc/We are haunted.Pray ma« 
flers.'fly maficrst’nelpe. 

Rob. lie follow you : lie Icade you about a Round, 
Through bogge, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe lie be, fometime ahound, (bryer; 

A hogge,a headeleffe Bcare,fometfme a fier. 

And neigh, and barke,and grunt, and rore,and burne, 
Likehorfe, hound, hogge, beare,firc,at cucry tutne. Exit. 

‘Zforr.Why doe they runne away? This is a knaaery of 
them to make mecafeard, £»/erSnowte. 

Sn. O Bottom , thou art chaung’d. What do I fee on thee? 
#?r,Whatdoeyoufec? You fee an Affe head of your 
oWne*Do you? 

Enter Quince. (Exit, 

Quin, BlefletheeUffr/ow,ble(Tc thee. Thou art traflated. 
Bot, I fee their knauery.This is to make art affe of mec,to 
fright me, if they couldibuc I wil not ftirre from this place, 
do what they can , I will walke.vp and downe hccre, and I 
will (ingjthat they fhall heare I am not afraidc. 

The Woofell cock, fo blacke ofhewe. 

With Orange tawny bill, 

The 
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AMidfommer nightes dreamt?. 


The Throttle, with his note fo true. 

The Wren, w ith little quill, 

7 'ytania. What AngeJl wakes me from my Howry bed? 
r Bot. The Fynch, the Sparrowe,and the Larke, 

The platnfongCuckoW gray; 

Wbofe note, full many a man doth marke. 

And dares not anlwere, nay, 

Forindeede,who would fet his wit to fofoolilh abtrdc? 
Who would giue a bird the ly, though hee cry Cuckow, 
neuerfo? 

7 * 4.1 pray thee, gentle mortall, ling againe, 

Myne eareis* much enamoured ofthy note; 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy fairc vert ues force (perforce )doth moouemee. 
On the firft viewe to fay, to fweare,I loue thee. 

jBorf.Meethinks milfrcffe,youfhouldhauc little reafon 
for that. And yet, to fay the truth, reafon and loue keepe 
little company together,now a daics.The more the pitty, 
that fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends. 

Nay I can gleeke,vpon occafion. 

Tyta, Thou art as wife, as thou art beautifull. 

Bott. Not fo neithertbuc if I had wit enough to get out 
ofthis wood, I haue enough to ferae mine owe turne.- 
Tyta. Out ofthis wood, doe not defire to goe: 
Thoufhaltremaine here, whether thou wilt orno» 

1 am a fptrit, ofno common rate; 

The Sommer,ftill , doth tendvpon my ttate. 

And 1 doe loue thee .• thee efore goe with mcc* 
lie giue thee Fairies to attend on thee ; 

And th ey fhall fetch thee Ie wels,from th e deepe. 

And fing, while thou, onpreffed fiowers,doflfleepe; 

And I will purge thy mortall gtoffeneffe fo. 

That thou (halt, like an ayery fpirit,goe. 

Tea[e-blojf ime t Cobweb, Moth, and UWvJtard-fetde( 

Enter foure Fairies, 

D 3 Fas * ■ 
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